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Wasted Heart 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the song "Wasted Heart" by Duff McKagan's Loaded-you should listen to it if you haven't heard it 


before! Enjoy! 


‘You uncovered this outlaw soul 


Shoulda gone, baby, long ago’ 


Duff McKagan sat in an old t-shirt, faded denim jacket and a pair of dirty leather pants on his creaky bed, 
notebook in one hand, pen in the other. The pen rested between his pointer and middle fingers while he used 
that hand to scratch at his cheek (making a mental note to shave again), before moving it down to play with 


the padlock necklace he always wore. 
A brief moment of reflection on the past few years quickly brought the next few lines into his mind: 


‘But you shined a light where it was dark 
On my wasted heart! 


He definitely had one very specific person in mind. One very specific greasy-haired rhythm guitarist who 


radiated coolness. 


Duff held his tattered old notebook at arm's length, admiring the four lines written in his slovenly scrawl on a 
half-ripped page in it proudly. There. He had a chorus. Now he just needed a couple of verses, maybe a bridge, 
and a kick-ass slow, alluring, maybe even melancholy riff to set it to, and then he would have a brand new 


song. 


He sighed. This was more work than he'd gotten done in a long time, so at least he had made some progress. 
He closed his eyes and tried to go back to that place in his mind where he had just pulled the words from 


which were now already written messily on the page in front of him. 


Flashbacks of all the times he had been laying on the cold hard pavement, an empty bottle of vodka in his 
hand, unsure of how he had gotten there and unable to stand back up, came back to him. Memories of Izzy 
Stradlin slinging Duff's arm around his shoulders and dragging him home despite Duff being so much taller, and 
tucking him into bed with a bucket beside him followed. Duff recalled how Izzy had kissed him on the forehead 


every single time, even if that was one of his only memories of those nights. 


Flashbacks of sitting at the foot of his bed, hugging his knees to his chest, sobs rocking through his aching 
body, and Izzy always being the one to find him, comfort him, lay an arm around his shoulders and pull Duff's 
head into his chest, stroking his hair, listening to all his troubles or just simply being there if Duff didn't want 
to talk about what was going on filled his head now. 


Next came tough memories of giving into the cocaine addiction over and over again, no matter the pain it 
caused him. Duff remembered how much he had hated himself (still did, sometimes), and how hard he had 
been to be around when he was using. And yet one face had always been there (and still always was): Izzy 


Stradlin 


Subsequent memories of waking up at night, drenched in a cold sweat, shaking and vomiting so, so many times 
traumatized Duff. But they were soon made better by vivid images of Izzy, who had always been there to hold 
an iced towel to Duff's head to contain the fever, had always been there to provide a distraction from the 
pain by telling Duff stories in his smooth, gentle voice, had always been there to clean up the vomit and to 
hold Duff's hand through the worst of the withdrawal, staying up with him all night on more than one occasion. 
Izzy, who was always so disappointed when Duff relapsed, yet never got mad at him for it, because he knew 


that wouldn't get either of them anywhere. 


Izzy, who never asked for anything in return, despite having enough troubles of his own. Izzy, whose solid, 
morose brown eyes Duff had looked into time and time again and still wasn't sick of. Izzy, who didn't judge or 


mock, just did whatever he could to make even the lowest of low times bearable for the blonde bassist. Izzy, 


whom Duff loved more than anything in this world. And Izzy, who loved Duff right back 


Though the trip down memory lane was horrifying, it was also beautiful, and Duff opened his eyes once more, 


adjusting to the light before writing down one line which he knew he would repeat several times throughout 


the song "You stayed with me." Because that's exactly what Izzy had always done. 


God, Duff didn't deserve the wonderful creature that was Izzy Stradlin. He was just thankful he was finally 
getting a chance to express how lucky he felt as memories of specific nights with the rhythm guitarist helped 
Duff get even more inspired. Soon he began to write and didn't stop again until the song was finished. 


A little while later, an exhausted Duff McKagan laid his notebook down in front of him on the bed, grinning with 
pride and glowing with love, despite all the hard times it took to get to this place. Still, he wouldn't trade any of 
it for the world, because he won something even more special to him than his own life through it: Izzy. And it 
got him a brand new song that was entirely his own work. He hadn't been this inspired for ages - he'd only 


worked on songs with the rest of the band lately. 


But this song didn’t feel quite right for Guns N' Roses. It was too personal, and somehow he couldn't picture 
Axl singing it, in a way contaminating those words that had come directly from Duff's heart. No, it wasn't 
right. Maybe he'd record it someday, but he knew now wasn't the right time. Still, he couldn't be more 
satisfied with the results of the past hour and a half or so. 


Suddenly, a knock came on the door, followed by Izzy walking in, looking cool as ever in his own light blue denim 
jacket and a pair of sunglasses, cigarette hanging nonchalantly from between his lips. Duff's heart sped up and 


his stomach started performing somersaults upon the older man's arrival. 


"Hey, babe, you ready for practice?" God, Duff loved it when Izzy called him ‘babe’. The word sounded so good 
in that deep, melodic Indiana drawl that had coaxed Duff out of the nightmares his mind held and back into a 
blissful, oblivious sanity time and time again A warm, humble smile graced the bassist's lips and his chocolate- 


colored eyes shone. 


"Sure, Iz, just give me a sec." Izzy nodded and leaned casually against the doorframe while Duff pulled on his 
worn cowboy boots and grabbed his Fender bass from where it stood up against a pile of clothes and sheet 
music by the window. Just before joining Izzy, he remembered to close the notebook from where it had still 


been lying open on the page of his new song. 


"What was that?" Izzy's eyes lit up, darting between Duff and the dog-eared notebook. "Were you workin’ on 
somethin?" The rhythm guitarist knew his boyfriend had been struggling to get inspired for quite some time 
now. Said boyfriend blushed furiously and quickly lowered his head so his hair hung over his face. 


"Nah, | was trying but my mind was blank." Duff lied, hoping Izzy would buy it. He wasn't quite sure why he 
wasn't telling the truth, but maybe he was just waiting for a better time to show Izzy the song the rhythm 
guitarist had inspired. Izzy looked a little disappointed and continued eyeing Duff as though he didn't quite 
believe him (he knew him well enough by now to tell when he wasn't being truthful). Duff, in turn, swallowed 
and quickly changed the topic. "Let's go, Ax is gonna be pissed as hell if we're late." Izzy reluctantly agreed, 
knowing this to be true, despite the singer's tendency to be late to most things himself. 


Izzy reached for Duff's hand and squeezed it, and the two made their way to meet the rest of the band for 


practice, making sure to let go of each other before they got there so nobody would get suspicious. 


Hours later, after everyone else had already left to go to the Rainbow Room without him for some food and 
definitely for drinks, Izzy snuck upstairs to Duff's room. He had said he just wanted to change his clothes and 
told the others to go on without him. This had earned him a few strange glances and a loving smile from Duff, 
but nobody had really thought anything of it and had just gone ahead. Duff, however, had lingered behind. 


"Want me to come with you, baby?" He had queried under his breath, but Izzy had shook his head and told him 
not to worry, that he'd catch up. Duff knew Izzy well enough not to pursue this further, if something was 
wrong, his boyfriend would fill him in on it later, so he grudgingly gave in and raced to catch up with the 
others, an easy task for him what with those long legs of his. 


And now Izzy was in the blonde's room. He headed straight for the unmade bed, but the notebook he was 
searching for was no longer there - Duff must have moved it during a break earlier or something. Izzy 


smirked. Duff had known he would come back to look. 


‘He knows me so well, he mused in his thoughts. ‘But | know him just as well. And Izzy knew there was no 
way Duff would have taken whatever was in that notebook with him to the bar for fear of someone else 
seeing it, or for fear of losing it. So Izzy looked in the only place he could think of: the cupboard that contained 
Duff's not-so-secret stash of vodka that nobody went near because they didn't want to face the bassist's 
wrath if they took any of it. Sure enough, Izzy found the notebook. And though he felt a little guilty about 
intruding on Duff's privacy, his curiosity won over and he couldn't help himself (he had seen Duff blushing 


earlier, after all, and wanted to know what that was all about). 


He opened to the notebook to the last written-on page and his eyes scanned it briefly; it was clearly a song. So 
why had Duff not wanted to tell him about it? Izzy bit his lip, hesitated for a moment, then began reading 
from the top of the torn page. 


‘You're my flower, you're my road 
That | try to stay upon 

Even when things, they go wrong 
Yeah, you stay there with me. 


You don't stay for what | do 
Sleepless nights | drug you through 
When | say things | don't mean to 
Yeah, you stay there with me. 


You uncovered this outlaw soul 

Shoulda gone, baby, long ago 

But you shined a light where it was dark 
On my wasted heart. 


When | flew, you pulled me down 
When | crashed, you were the ground 
When my bones scattered all around 


You stayed there with me. 


Oh, you uncovered this outlaw soul 
Shoulda gone, baby, long ago 

But you shined a light where it was dark 
On my wasted heart. 


My wasted heart needed healing 
And you saved it for me. 

I've got a new start 

Rest your eyes, in time 


These days will say what | never could. 
You stayed with me. 


You uncovered this outlaw soul 
Shoulda gone, baby, long ago 
But you shined a light where it was dark 


Oh, you uncovered this outlaw soul 
Shoulda gone, baby, long ago 

But you shined a light where it was dark 
On my wasted heart: 


Warmth surged through Izzy's chest, overwhelming him with love, and a hint of tears glinted in his brown 
eyes, though he'd never admit it, at Duff's words. He didn't have to ask the bassist to know the song was 
about him. He wouldn't bring this up with him, anyway, until Duff told him about it. If Duff ever told him about 
it. To Izzy, it didn't seem like a Guns N' Roses song, but he didn't know what Duff intended to do with it. 


But the one thing he did know, in that moment, without a doubt, was that he would be more than happy to 
continue shining that light on Duff's heart for as long as he was needed. 


